THE   MURDER   OF   SERVETUS

clung more and more desperately to the illusion that he
had convinced his judges of the soundness of his theses;
so he felt assured that within a few days Calvin, the
usurper, would be shamefully expelled from Geneva.
How terrible was his awakening, when, with an inscrut-
able expression, the secretary of the Council entered his
cell early in the morning of the 2 7th and ceremoniously
unrolled a parchment to read the sentence. Servetus was
thunderstruck. He listened as if unable to understand
the words which informed him that this day he was to
be burned alive as a blasphemer. For a few minutes
he stood as if deaf and unconscious. Then the unhappy
man's nerves gave way. He began to sob and to groan,
until at length in his Spanish mother-tongue he cried
aloud: "Misericordias!" His arrogance gave way be-
fore these terrible tidings. Crushed, almost annihilated,
he succumbed to overwhelming discouragement. The
domineering preachers, likewise a prey to illusion,
believed that the hour had come in which, after gaining
a secular triumph over Servetus, they would gain a
spiritual triumph as well, that despair would wring from
the prisoner a voluntary avowal of error.

Yet, marvellously enough, as soon as the poor, broken
wretch was asked to repudiate his theses, as soon as his
innermost faith was challenged, his pride flamed up
anew. If his body was to be burned, his body was to be
burned; but he would not abate a tittle of his beliefs; and
during the last hours the knight errant of science rose to
the stature of a martyr and hero of conviction. Though
Farel hastened over from Lausanne to share in Calvin's
triumph, Servetus contemptuously rejected Farel's
promptings, declaring that a secular legal decision could
never be accepted as proof of a man's Tightness or wrong-
ness in divine concerns. You might murder a man with-
out convincing him. His mind had not been convicted of
error, though his body was to be put to death. Neither
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